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It all fell apart rather suddenly just prior to my middle age 

the marbles 

all scattered across the floor 

the time clocks all seemed to erupt at once 

into a most manic cacophony 

beyond the walls and doors 

the world seemed more and more like some diabolical apparatus made to extract the soul 
and grind it into useless powder 

the birds were still chirping 

but | didn't hear them as much anymore | wasn't listening like | once did 
and the Sun just seemed to me like an irradiating beast 

of fire and work schedules 

nothing seemed the same something had blown out 

the candle of my inner light the only light that | had left 

and the birds kept on chirping in the irradiating sunlight 

hours bled into hours 

soul dust blown across city streets 

| became an island onto myself each day 

each day just looking toward each night 

and the escape hatch to the dream world 
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- 3/27/2023 


Lets move to a world inside of a daydream 

lets not overthink the thing lets just become 
permanent fixtures there 

the sky may be a different color but we'll get used to the things that we never before imagined 
we'll allow our eyes to wander following birds 
on their journey to the sacred worm 

we'll recognize within ourselves 

minute changes 

and we'll start hearing profound echoes 

we'll never seek the truth again it was only ever 
the shadow of another shadow 


- 3/27/2023 


It's Saturday night 

And all I’ve got 

Is not quite a full moon 

And a mind full of mirages 

That tease me into despair 

And I’m not certain yet 

If this will be one of those nights 

That seems to last an eternity 

And | don’t have to work tomorrow 

I’m not even certain yet what I’m going to do 
| thought about walking deep into a forest 
To watch the sunrise 

Just so | can feel some kind of connection 
With something more profound 

Than what | feel right now 

| want to be out there seeing something 
Just for me...... no one to share it with 

No one to perceive it differently 

Hopefully l'II find 

some kind of epiphany out there 

Perhaps that newly risen light 

Will really sink into my soul 

Maybe it'll grow flowers in my heart 
Cause the birds to sing to only me 

At least let me feel 

Like I’m seeing some little spark 

Of something divine 

No matter how small 

no matter how minuscule 

Some little flame radiating light 

That contains so much within it 

| truly want to see this and feel this 

And not have it be just another mirage this time Only to disappear before my eyes 
Leaving me feeling empty 

As if the emptiness 

Was even anything to feel at all 
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- 4/1/2023 


Some little illusion of memory 

from way back when 

Has been living deep inside of my mind 
For the past thirty years or so 

The thing was buried deep 

Deep down in the catacombs 

Of my subconscious 

It’s as if it was buried in some vault 
Locked away for my own protection 
Because | knew with certainty at one time 
What was in that vault 

Those memories..... those dangerous visions 
Could potentially mess me up 

In a very big way 

But | became too complacent 

In truth...1 forgot all about it 

| didn’t think that it could hurt me anymore 
| mean... so many years had gone by 

But then...all of a sudden 

Someway...... Somehow 

The vault broke open 

My own subconscious mind became a death trap 
| was hurled back into a withered garden 
of very painful memories 

They were like thorns 

and they were everywhere 

They were all around me 

And right away it just hit me 

That | really regretted all of that complacency All of that complacency like a clown 
That stomps on your feet 

That laughs in your face 

And the joke is on me now 

And all of the court jesters 

Are having a blast at my expense 

| can hear their laughter 

coming through the clouds 

And there’s not much | can do to silence it 
Like a black sun made of thorns 
Appearing in the sky before me 

Massive and powerful 

Radiating everything that haunts me 


It pains me to admit 

That this fate could have been avoided 

If | had only remembered 

That what was very deep down in the vault 

Was nothing to ever be trifled with 

And now | wish 

That | really would have stayed the hell clear of it 
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5. 


Tomorrow I’m going to just get away from it all I’m just going to walk away from civilization Away 
from the metallic ziggurats 

Away from the neon illusions 

that adorn the windows 

Trying to temp your soul..... your very soul 
Whether it be liquid numbness in a bottle 
Or ecstasy at the sight of revealed flesh 
The deception of it all 

Seeps into the soul like a poison 

Like the bite of an asp 

And it’s no noble demise 

The sages won't even remember it 

And sometimes | think | see gargoyles 
Hanging over the edge of buildings 

On the streets where mythology 

doesn’t even exist anymore 

It was all run over ....left on the side of the road A long time ago 
But | still feel it’s ghostly presence 

| still feel something 

Of how things were in the past 

When there was more of a connection 

to a natural world of existence 

To a more mystical sunlight of the dawn 
When the sky was full of angels 

Yet even back then 

they preferred to remain unseen 
Tomorrow I’m just going walk away from it 
Only for a time... | know this 

It’s only for a time 

For | to find myself chained to the great idol That oversees us all 
Making sure that our dreams 

don't go too far astray 

And out into the wild open 
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Here at the midpoint in my life 

In a manner of speaking 

As the future guards it’s secrets well 

It’s as if the bottom fell out from under my feet But what kind of bottom was there anyway 
It never felt like stone......more perhaps 

Like some still wet clay 

And at times little more 

Than a chasm of thorny rose stems 

All those memories 

Like discarded newspapers 

Piled up...like fortresses in my apartment 
Who was | trying to keep from getting in 

And was there any longer a means of escape 
Old Man Time breathed his liquor breath 
Down on me 

| knew what that was all about 

And | didn’t want to open the door 

To that ballroom of misery 

Now at times....I find myself 

Transfixed upon the glow of a candle 

A single candle 

It’s as if it was the very presence of an angel And | am but an unworthy soul 
Longing for that radiant absolution 

To momentarily blind me 
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My past has a way 

of following me into the present 

Like some flower 

growing through a crack in the sidewalk 

As |’m walking around town 

A sunny spring afternoon 

| knew this flower once 

It was once imprinted on my soul 

That invisible spark 

That holds everything that | am 

And my thoughts go out into the ether 

Like radio waves traveling 

Over an ocean full of memories 

Right now | can taste the nectar of being alive Yet | have also felt the wind of oblivion 
An ancient hourglass calls to me in my sleep 
It seems like | can never go far 

Without perceiving its apparition 

In a desert full of half buried clocks 

In an ocean full of glass ballerinas 

| make a wish upon each supernova | perceive The elements of life in poetry 
Vision.... sainthood and martyrdom 

Blasted out into the void 

Into the bottomless darkness 

Planting the seeds of new creation 
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8. 


Whispering into the waterfall 

| hear a whisper speaking back to me 
Telling me about an oasis made of light 

| listen attentively 

I’m sold..... m ready 

to leave this world at this very moment 

But I’m not sure that | could get away 

The machinery of technological Civilization 
Has other plans for me it seems 

Yet | can open up portals in my mind 

To strange places 

And | continue to do this 

As a means of escape 

As a means of feeling 

the essence of life in a different way 

One minute | could be walking 

down a street of asphalt 

Discarded rubbage all around 

The next minute..after a little concentration 
| could be in a place with stairways to the Moon Pyramids tipped with a star 
Angels bestowing immaculate grace 
Somehow, through the imagination 

| can exist wherever | want to exist 

I’m not even sure how this is possible 

But when | find myself in a place 

That really calls to my soul 

| don’t stop to question the miracle of it 
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9, 


Walking around this world 
Surrounded by the electric idols 

that deceive the mind 

Looking up to the sky 

Hoping to see an albatross 

Flying out over the ocean 

Hearing a million cars passing me by Remembering where a gaslight once stood 
Many twilights ago 

Feeling an uneasy anticipation 
Knowing that tomorrow 

Its back to the same old nine-to-five 
Feeling the moments of my life 
Dissipate and disappear 

Into the telephone static 

| would like for my way to be lit 

By a candle’s hidden knowing 

Will | ever see it again? 

That island full of mermaids 

Even though | wasn’t sober back then 
| would give anything to go back to that place Full of hypnotizing eyes 
That could bring you to your end 

In the most sublime ecstasy 
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10. 


| walked out into the garden of decrepit idols There was a time once 

when they stirred something within us 

When we believed them fearsome and powerful But it would seem that time 
has withered all of that away 

Until there is nothing left now 

but these echoes standing in stone 

The world has passed them by 

And has all but forgotten 

What they once represented 

How they were once present 

In the minds of men 

And now here they are 

Discarded and slowly crumbling back to the earth Until there will be nothing of them left 
Only dust.... Dust that the wind will scatter 

Dust that will be offered to the endless night 
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11. 


| see the lightning flashing 

Over the cathedral made of coral 

| behold on the horizon 

The sea giving up its phantoms 

| can see the electric eyes of Apollo in the sky 
The radiance of the divine eternity 

The night’s wings 

dark and bottomless 

| can feel myself falling through a cloud of silence My feet never touch the sand 
The world beneath me 

Is an illusion of orchids 

My soul connects 

To the heartbeat of a star 

My name is spoken 

By the lifeless statues that cannot exist 

It begins to rain 

Ancient tears and ancient salt is washed away 
An obelisk stands 

Pointing upward to the cobwebbed Moon 
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12. 


| am waiting here listening 

To hear the sound of an albatross’s wings Here where the horizon vanishes 
Into a place without material form 

| have heard the songs of sirens 

Many times before 

| have been lost upon jagged rocks 

Fallen under their spell 

Yet each time | am resurrected and | go on | have fallen into 
Discrepancies in time 

Seen myself as someone else 

Looking into the Sun 

Hoping to catch sight of eternity’s glare 

A timeless radiance..... that pierces 

the very soul within 

| have seen a shadow 

walking along the beach with another shadow | have heard whispering from where 
the mountains touch the void 

| have seen the shadow's gilded robe 

In all of its sublime splendor 

Shrouding an oasis 

To which light itself was exiled 
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13. 


Little did | Know in the past 

That so many of my thoughts and my memories Would shatter into fragments 
Sticking into my flesh 

Taking a toll of blood 

Like broken glass 

From a bottle of wine 

| didn’t even get to enjoy 

And | am without you now 

And | am growing older 

Like these old streets 

They’re as numb to me 

As | am to them 

And | can feel the eyes of the crows Watching me 

As l'm slithering away like a dying serpent They watch me bleeding out my reminiscence Days 
when a young heart was full of fire But as everybody knows 
The world is indifferent to all of that 

The hourglass has come looking 

For a traveling companion 

On a journey to that place 

To where silence and the night 

Are like the fusion of body and soul 
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14. 


The path before me is obscure to say the least 
| do not even think that there is a destination How could such a path lead to nowhere 
How do | find myself in this predicament 

| feel like | was blindsided 

By the very henchman of time itself 

And now | am wandering the streets 

With an empty sense of self 

With little reflection 

My senses are dulled 

My mind is slowing down 

The inevitability of such a fate 

Was it always certain for me 

There must have been another path 

that | could’ve taken 

Some crossroads in my distant past 

But | just didn’t recognize it 

it does me a little good 

To speculate at this late hour 

The moonlight always seems the same to me 
| suppose there’s some consolation in that 
To be given a little something 

by all of this creation 

A little something that still amazes me 
Even after all of these years 

Of weathering storms and tribulations 

| have given the soil 

and the asphalt of the streets 

My blood and my tears 

Pieces of my soul 

The very threads of my sanity 

| have laid it before the altar 

Of what is yet to be realized 
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le 


| just couldn't keep it straight this morning Something just compelled me 
To fly up to the immaculate Sun 


Of course..... | never made it 
But | did truly make an attempt of sorts Some days it just becomes very hard for me To stay 
grounded 


When it seems like Planet Earth 

Is so full of stings and sorrows 

And the monotony 

The endless monotony 

The endless cycles of repetition 

And all | want to do is fall asleep upon the clouds Take a swim in some Moon dust 
Go to the other side of the world 

To seek at least some illusion of salvation It’s not hard for me to see 

That | don’t reflect anything any longer In the mirror....| only see a pillar of salt | must have 
stared too long 

At some forbidden abomination 
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16. 


| wake up in the morning looking for Babylon's gold yet | find a pile of dust from a withered 
dream 

| don't much listen 

to the soothsayers anymore so many of those prophecies ended up going against me 
| went looking for the kingdom's gardens but found only fire escapes 

and stray cats 

| didn't want anything 

but for those sonnets in my mind to go silent 

in the mirror 

| saw my original fall from grace | took a big step 

towards the shadow 

in the wind 

| could hear old phonographs songs of longing and forlorn love 

tonight | will dream 

while already dreaming 

| will open my eyes 

and see the palm trees and sunlight of a most wondrous mirage 
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17. 


And | found myself 

caught up within the cyclone again 

the cyclone of dreary repetition 

of commercialized......media glaring repetition 
| felt such a soulless wind 

| called out through the chaos 

yet | heard no reply 

only my own echo very briefly 

and then that to was gone 

and it seemed like 

shadows were falling down upon me 

and | knew that | had to find 

an escape from this circumstance 

yet where would | find it 

how could | find it 

| did not know what | was seeking 

by appearance 

only by a powerful feeling of desperation where could | find this solace 
that would make the viscous winds cease and just when it seemed 
that | had no more strength left 

to continue the search 

| saw a rose 

laid across the Sun 

| saw a forest of ancient trees 

that halted the wind in its tracks 

| felt the presence 

of a familiar calmness 

and | recognized 

that it was within me all along 
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18. 


| don't see anything now 

that could awaken anything 

from the deepest sleep 

of the catacombs 

the ancient torches are all dust 

light was banished from here long ago 
the eyes transfixed 

upon the mere memory 

of such illumination 

we have all gathered together down here 
in great anticipation 

of the triumph of the void 

we do not listen to anything 

possibly resurrected 

we do not.....sometimes 

even recognize sacred truths 

behind the ritual mask.....we awaken 
where the waters of creation have evaporated leaving behind a salt 
that materializes the threshold 

| wasn't seeking 

to ascend tonight 

yet if summoned 

| will willingly venture 

into the garden of asp 
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19. 


The sunlight adorned 

with a necklace of cigarette packs 

we don't really want eternity we never did 

we want a lasting Moon 

of an endless night 

and reflected in the stream we see a thousand ziggurats on the horizon 
we'll reach them all eventually after a lifetime 
of dodging omens 

out on the plateau a single flower 

a true altar 

to creation 
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20. 


Bring me to the ruins 

of your cathedral 

open my eyes 

to something that is impossible to recognize follow me to the windmill of serpent bones 
prophetic vapors rising 

from cracks in the earth's tomb 

slow burning candles of remembrance 

here we are now 

living in an urban catacomb of shadows 

here we are now 

digesting the peyote of false idols 

will we be resurrected 

to nothing but nihilistic parasitism 

will our souls cross the Styx in silence....peacefully to the shore of black diamonds 
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21. 


| am here 

waiting for the rising Sun 

to bring light to the eyes 

of a thousand serpents 

| am here 

waiting for the heavens 

to change their alignment 

| am here.....overflowing 

with untethered serenity 

| will push the world away 

the modern world 

for a time 

for as long as | can 

| shall send it into the shadows of the inner soul 
with these eyes 

| will behold a world 

that is something else entirely | am here 
waiting for the Sun's..... radiant titan fusion 
a maelstrom of fire 
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22. 


The great.....bright 

hydrogen star above 

raining down nuclear candles motions of time 

and moments of wind 

| could be considering a voluntary amnesia 

| want to take away painful memories thorns with eyes 
that | can never seem to forget that | can see so clearly 
| go up to the mountains 

just wishing to be 

a little closer to the divine world | follow a path shrouded in mist 
| can hear echoes.....music 

of a time before the world 

was created by a sleeping dreamer 


kkk 


- 4/16/2023 


23. 


There are many particular things that bring me to confusion 
that distract me 

from eternity's gilded void remembrances rain down 

like solid methane snowflakes 

the sunlight has pierced my soul 

and my eyes blast out rays of infinity 

| so desire to be told 

what is truthful 

a candle and a wish 

both dissolve into a timeless wind 

| have scattered my own realizations like seeds and now a new flower will grow 
somewhere in Valhalla 
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24. 


| am hearing 

eternity's music 

coming through the window 

before me | behold 

a seance of illusions 

and | could never tell 

what the purpose 

of each moment even was 

now within me 

there is a growing flicker 

of alchemical light 

within me there is a sight 

that sees the glowing aura 

of a distant century 

before my eyes 

there is something unfolding beyond the known material sciences before my eyes......the 
material becomes its own reflection 
and its reflection becomes 

a place in the heavenly clouds 
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25. 


Metallic marine idols 

sailors drinking at the bar 

porthole to behold 

an infinite mirage 

palm trees and radio waves 

full of pulsations 

time is a window 

that is open to the unaware prophet he doesn't even know 
what lies within himself 

yet the world will try 

to shroud it all in dance music 

and now we begin 

and now we begin to feel 

the presence of the eternal stardust from beyond the moment of awakening now we truly begin 
to receive 

the cosmic echo 
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26. 


Pearl of my marooned soul Glaring radiant 

Like an iris 

Like the Sun 

It is now beyond the time of the noon 

And it seems that | have no destination No distant land calls to me 
Through subliminal whispers 

No rose’s thorn will take my blood 

YeS....... | am marooned. 

| am left here to gaze into the azure sky Searching for a ladder to eternity 
| have no wound to be healed Not anymore 

| am as cold and as still 

As the stone of the tomb 

| am motionless......... very Bound to this condition 

By an hourglass made of bones 

And every now and again.....on the horizon | see the sails of a passing ship 
And a remembrance passes through me 

A collective willingness to thrive 

To pierce the serpent skin of time 

Yet for myself..... | am now beyond 


All such dreams that linger in the air Visions........ such visions 
Are all that remain 
| am only now....... a seer without mortal eyes Realization....... without accursed flesh 
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27. 


The symmetry of the daffodil 

Unaligned with my own melancholy 

The rays of sunlight tipped with emeralds 

How my eyes can see 

Beyond this deceiving shroud 

The world before us is a fabrication 

An invention of the witty and the intuitive Yet there is a much deeper intuition 
There are a thousand mirrors 

reflecting into my soul 

When | touch my hand to the soil 

| can feel the very pulse of all existence When | look to the sky 
| can see beyond it.... to other places 

| am out of alignment it would seem 

| am only halfway present in this time 

A part of me is drifting through another Illusions materializing 
And the material becoming illusions 

A thick haze descends 

The sunlight intermingled with living breath 
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28. 


Here again drifting upon another ocean Drifting upon another descending cloud Waiting for my 
feet to touch the desert The barren expanse 

That entices my soul 

This morning when | awoke 

It seemed like just a regular day 

But | took myself out of that equation | ingested the herb 

And began the familiar ascent 

Every clock that | saw began to blur 

Every sunflower seemed to look up in curiosity Every city began to appear as an ant colony 
| could no longer hear the church bells 

There were no longer any church bells 

or any music of the saints 

| found that | could collect 

the ascending prayers in my hands 

The Moon appeared as a soulmate 

| could hear each and every star Reciting its own mythology 

| was drifting to where obscurity Is the way of things 

Where nothing can appear as it truly is 

Where the truth of nothing is revealed 

As truth itself here is but a transitory mist 
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29. 


Don't follow me 

Don't drag me down 

To where the shadows crawl like cockroaches 

Do not resurrect me 

In the image of a statue 

Do not let me gaze upon the stained glass image For | could find myself 

Lost in a tempest of revealed moments 

Knowledge that | was not meant to gain Revelations that will pull me away from the world 
Don't follow me 

Don't drag me into the neon light 

Of the golden calf 

Do not tempt me to drink 

The elixir of forgetting 

Did you think that | didn’t know about the price The bounty in flesh and serenity 
Do not bring me to your garden of asp | cannot be bitten anymore 

| am the living embodiment 

What has gone before 

Simply pass me by if you will And continue on your journey Finding a new victim 
Of your venomous good intentions 
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